FLIGHT     TO     THE     SEA
Yet he felt that with all his love for them, after Natalia's
\ieath no other sorrow could shake him so ail-powerfully.
To give the horses a rest, he and Prokhor Hved for four
days in one of the winter huts of the Salsk steppe. During
this time they more than once discussed what they should
*do next. They had hardly arrived at the hut when Prokhor
asked :
" Will our forces hold a front at the Kuban or go on to
the Caucasus ? What do you think ? "
" I don't know. But does it make any difference to
you ? "
" A fine idea ! Of course it makes a difference. At this
rate they'll drive us right into some heathen country,
somewhere under the Turks, and then it'll be a fine how
d'you do."
" Fm not Denikin, and don't ask me where they'll drive
us to," Gregor answered discontentedly,
" I'm only asking because I've heard a rumour that
they'll stand on the defensive again at the Kuban river,
and set out for home in the spring,"
" Who's going to stand on the defensive ? " Gregor
laughed sneeringly.
" Why, the cossacks and Cadets.  Who else is there ? "
" You're talking rot! They've been having you ; can't
you see what's happening all around ? Everybody's trying
to slip off as quickly as possible, and who's going to put up
any resistance ? "
" Ah, my lad, I can see for myself that our affairs aren't
Vorth a pinch of snuff, but I still can't believe it," Prokhor
sighed. " But supposing it comes to a question of sailing
to a foreign land, or crawling there like a crab, what will
you do ? Go ? **
" Well, what will you do ? "
" My position is: where you go, I go. I'm not going to
be left behind alone, if everybody else goes." .
"That's just what I was thinking. Once you've got
yourself into a sheep's pen, you've got to hang cm to the
sheep ! "
" They . , . the sheep, I mean, sometimes make you look
a fool by taking you the devil knows where. Drop that sort
of talk t You stick to the point I"